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these oppressed people look to me to fight for them, God knows I wish I could give them all they hope for, but only He Himself could do that."
Again we landed at Brest, but this time too late to make the night trip to Paris. The usual official party came aboard in a tender, and among them we were surprised to see Colonel House. My husband said that if I would do the courtesies to the French people, he would go to his compartment and talk to Colonel House and get in touch with what had been done at the Conference while he had been away.
I look back on that moment as a crisis in his life, and feel that from it dated the long years of illness, due to overwork, and that with the wreckage of his plans and his life have come these tragic years that have demoralized the world.
The welcoming officials said their speeches and departed. Passengers went to bed. My husband and Colonel House talked on while I waited in my adjoining state-room. It was after midnight, and very still aboard, when I heard my husband's door open and the Colonel took his leave. I opened the door connecting our rooms. Woodrow was standing. The change in his appearance shocked me. He seemed to have aged ten years, and his jaw was set in that way it had when he was making superhuman effort to control himself. Silently he held out his hand, which I grasped, crying: "What is the matter? What has happened?"
He smiled bitterly. "House has given away everything I had won before we left Paris. He has compromised on every side, and so I have to start all over again and this time it will be harder, as he has given the impression that my delegates are not in sympathy with me. His own explanation of his compromises is that, with a hostile press in the United States expressing disapproval of the League of Nations as a part of the Treaty, he thought it best to yield some other points lest the Conference withdraw its approval altogether. So he has yielded until there is nothing left."
I was speechless, knowing the fact to be that the great